U4	AMONG THE BEDOUINS
Hatim sent for Zjeyd and said sternly: "Where are
my hundred camels'?"
The son replied: "I have made for you and for our
tribe a name from this day on until the day of judgment"
—meaning that the mnashid would make a song about the
gift, and that the song would be immortal.
The father died. The son succeeded as the head of
the little tribe and soon reduced them all to poverty.
One night four guests came to their tent. He said to his
mother: "What have we to offer them?" and she replied:
"Alas, the last goat has been slain!" He said: "An hour
distant are camped some of the Annezy. I will stain my
face black, and you will sell me to them as a slave, taking
in payment goats which you can slay for our guests, so
that my father's tent will not be dishonored." She re-
fused. He then took a dagger and threatened to kill him-
self ; so she did as he had commanded.
The son who had become a slave toiled with his new
masters for five years. Then it chanced, as he was tend-
ing the flocks, that one of the same troubadours passed by
in his wanderings, and said: "If your face were not dark,
I could believe you were that one," and sang him the song
which he had made about the gift of a hundred camels.
The boy said: "It was not I," and stayed tending the
sheep,
Oa a later Hay, after our visit to Haditha, I asked
Mitkhal, who was a man of great common sense, which
among these stories might be true fact and which fables.
He said the tale of the sheik's widow seemed to him true
—'for its like must have happened many times. About
Haditha's story of Sahr Assarah and the goats, there
could be no question. The tale of the hundred camels

